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Till all the hundred summers pass,

The beams,, that thro' the Oriel slime,
Make prisms in every carven glass,

And beaker brimm'd with noble wine.
Each baron at the banquet sleeps.

Grave faces gather'd in a ring1,
J5is state the king reposing keeps.

He must have been a jovial king.

All round a hedge upshoots, and shows

At distance like a little wood ;
Thorns, ivies, woodbine, misletoes,

And grapes with bunches red as blood ,
All creeping plants, a wall of green    "

Close-matted, bur and brake and briar,
And glimpsing over these, just seen,

High up, the topmost palace-spire.

When will the hundred summers die.

And thought and time be born again,
And newer knowledge, drawing nigh,

Bring truth that sways the soul of men ?
Here all things in their place remain,

As all were order'd, ages since.
Come, Care and Pleasure, Hope and Pain,

And bring the fated fairy Prince.

THE SLEEPING BEAUTY
I
YEAR after year unto her feet,
She lying on her couch alone,
Across the purpled coverlet,
The maiden's jet-black hair has grown,